MORT (rubbing his shoulder) Well, I just hope you aren't broken.
Mort begins searching for grips on the opposite wall. Finds two for his hands. He raises his leg and finds a place for his foot.
As he thrusts his weight on that foot, he loses his grip. Tumbles back down.
MORT
Come on now, Morty.
His second try is more successful. He manages to climb out on the opposite side he fell.
Mort continues his journey, this time at a much slower pace.
MORT (singing)
In restless dreams I walked alone. Narrow streets of cobblestone.
Mort glances up, stops singing. The lights are running out. He sees the last wall lantern, the gateway to an abyss. DRIP. DRIP. Dripping water echoes throughout the cave. The light shows the track continuing into the darkness. MORT (singing) 'Neath the halo of a street lamp. I turned my collar to the cold and damp.
Mort enters the darkness and continues singing as he walks.
After walking for a few seconds, a SCUFF can be heard from behind him. He looks back at the dimly lit part of the tunnel. Nothing.
He turns around and continues walking. 
